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The concert - is the same. 

The backstage - is the same. 

The girl - doesn't show a difference. 
The sex - goes like it always does. 


The concert, which makes the adrenaline rush madly in James’ blood, the overwhelming lust concentrates in 


the depths of his groin. 


The sounds of guitars playing, the thumping of the drums, the screaming crowd wakes up his senses. 


At the end of the concert, he hungers after getting off quickly. His girl is far away, other chicks are standing 
in a line before his door, but he doesn't want them. He only wants the feeling of satisfaction, his pants are 
getting tight, and he catches the first girl who is willing to take care of him orally. Quick blowjob, the girl 
wipes his mouth with a bored face and disappears. 


Next day is a new place, a new girl, but the same expression in her eyes. 


He hated them! He hated those girls who thought this is enough, and he hated himself for doing this. Ha hated 
this state which his life lead him into, he hated not having feelings and he hated the fact that he still made 
girls feel something about him, which caused them doing anything for him. 


But sometimes he felt like he is another trophy, too. But he hated their gaze after sex the most, which was 
because of his greed and roughness, and the time they realised that James is just using them and their 
dreams will never fulfill, that they saw at night, with the famous singer. But there was always a girl that 
could do anything to build a relationship with him - with the rockstar. 


At the end of the concert, heated by lust, he searched for another girl who could help him. Not all of them 
decided just to get him off, but there were always those girls who lived with the opportunity. James just took 
advantage of them. 


The girl - blonde, brunette or black, he didn't even know, sucked on James' cock eagerly, and he thrusted his 


dick into her mouth with more intensity, to get over with it, to relieve. 


At the end, he met that bored expression again. Looking up, he saw Jason, measuring him with a disdainful face 


from the door. 
Fuck Jason, and fuck that girl, he didn't even know her name! James was angry because of Jason judging him. 


Jason was an honest, kind guy, and he didn't get why did James need it. Why does he humilate women with his 
attitude and why is he keep cheating on his girlfriend? 


But James didn't know the answer either and sometimes he hated Jason for always doing the right thing, he 
could always be a good man, a person who you could count on, no matter what. Jason didn't understand James, 
but he was always there when he wanted to talk to someone, when he wanted to drink with a buddy or just 
sit in silence. Despite his obvious judgement, he still thought of James with love. 


Next day, he felt Jason's eyes on himself all the time during their gig. He felt the disdain, that he couldn't be 
understood, and maybe some pity. 
He didn't want to look at Jason anymore that night, but his eyes still roamed towards his frame. 


He stared at him again, his hair was whipping to the beat of their music, his body bathing in sweat and he saw 
fire in his eyes and something else this time. Something that embarrassed him. 


When it ended, he didn't feel like picking up girls who were waiting for him in front of his dressing room, he ran 
to the hotel and knocked himself out with booze, so that he didn't feel the tightness between his legs, he didn't 
see Jason's burning gaze before his eyelids. 


And he hated everyone. 


The day after that, his girlfriend dumped him on the telephone. Another girl who didn't stay with him for 
longer than 4 months, another girl that couldn't earn his faith. 


In the night they didn't got a gig and James got drunk with Jason. His friend tried to comfort him, he was 
understanding, but James didn't really feel sorrow. 


He didn't get why did Jason support him in this state, because he usually wasn't the best company, but then 


he was unbearable, even for himself. But Jason was still there. Jason was always there, with him. 
Relationships just weren't for him. He wanted something else, he didn't know about this desire. 

The music was the only thing he cared about, only the concert and the love radiating from the crowd, it was 
the only thing that moved him. 

The next evening, after a new gig, he felt the same lust again, growing in his groin, but the first girl he met 
immediately said no to the idea of a blowjob and he has a hard time accepting her choice. Somewhere near 
him, he saw Jason's disdainful glance again. For a good amount of time, they just stared at one another, then 
James turned his head. His cock was throbbing, his senses were blunt, there was a vein pulsing in his ear. 
Then he heard Jason's voice, as he whispered to him. 

"No one knows what a man really needs, but another man" 

James' brain was numb due to alcohol, the gig filled him up with passion, and he could only think about his 
tight pants and the desire that took control of his body, spreading in him, because of the feeling of that 
concert, their fans' love for them, the wild, raw metal music. He didn't think, just followed his sex instincts, 
only wanted to come. 

He turned around, glanced at Jason.. grabbed his hair and pulled his head down to his crotch. 

Jason smiled at him and opened his pants, he took his cock into his mouth. 


James only wanted satisfaction, but he got more than he expected. 


As Jason started working on him, all his thoughts drained from his head. His legs were shaking, his brain 
throbbing, the blood running wild inside his veins and his cock was harder than ever. And Jason really knew 


what did he need. He teased him to the end, stopping sometimes to enlargen the tension, to let him get rid of 


everything and experience the finest satisfaction 
He got more than he expected.. 
Jason looked up at him, his eyes burning with fire.. 


James wanted to take everything he could give to him. 


